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That you haue fucli a Fcbruaric face, 

So full of fro ft, of ftorme.and clovvdineffe. 

Claud, I thinke he thinkes vpon the fauage bull: 

Tufla fearc not man.weeletip thy homes with gold, 

And all Europa (hail reiovee at thee. 

As once Europa did atluftie 'ouc. 

When he would play the noble bead: inloue. 

Bene. Bull Ioue fir had an amiable lowe, 

And fojnc fuch ftrangc bull leapt your fathers cowe. 

And got a calfe in that fame noble feate, 

Much like to you, for you haue iuft his bleate, 

inter brother ,Hero, Beatrice, Margaret fUrfula. 

Clan. For this I owe youdicre conies other recknings. 

W hich is the Lady I muft feize vpon? 

Lea. This fame is fhe, and I do giue you her. • 

Claud. Why then fhees mine, fvveet Jet me fee your face. 

Leon. No thatyou fliall not till you take her hand. 

Before this Frier.and fwcare to marry hir. 

Claud. Giue me your hand before this holy Frier, % 

I am your husband ifyou like of me. 

Hero And when I liu’d I was y<}urother wife. 

And when you loued, you were my other husband. . 

Claud. Another Hero. 

Hero Nothing certainer. 

One Hero died defildc,but I do liue. 

And furely as I liue, I am a maide. . 

Prince The former Hero, Hero that is dead. 

Leon. She died my Lord, but whiles her (launder Hu d . 

Frier All this amazement can I cfualififc, 

When after that the holy rites are ended. 

Tie tell you largely of faire Heroes death, 

Meanc time let wonder leeine familiar. 

And to the chappell let vs prefently. 

'Ben. Soft and faire Frier, which is Ecatrice? 

Beat , I anfwer to that namc,what is your will? 

Bene. Donotyouloueme? 

'Beat. Why no, no more then rea/bn. 

Bene- ~ . 


about Soothing. 

Bene. Why then vour vncle, and the prince, and Claudio,-, 
Haue becne deceiued, they fwore you did. 
geat. Donotyouloueme? 

Bene. Troth no,no more then reafon. 

Beat. Why then my cofin Margaret and V rfula 
Are much decern d,fbr they did fweare you did. 

Bene. Theyfw'ore thatyou were almoft licke forme. 

Beat. They fwore thatyou were welnigh dead for me. 
Bene. Tis no fur.h matter, then you do not loue me, 

B eat. No truly, but in friendly recompencc. 

Leon. Come cotmj am fure you loue the gentleman. 

('lau. And ilc befwome vjoon’t, that he loues her. 

For heres a paper written in his hand, 

A halting fonnet of his owne pure braine, 

Falhioned to Beatrice. 

Hero And heres another. 

Writ in my cofins hand,ftolne from her pocket. 

Containing her affection vnto Benedicke. 

Bene . A miracle, heres our owne hands again ft r; ur hearts: 
come, I will haue thee,but by this light I take tb<e for pittic. 

Beat. I would not demc you, but by this good day, I yeeld 
vpon great pcrfwafion,*and partly to faue your life , for J was 
told, you were in a confumpdon. 

Leon . Peace I will ftop your mouth. 

Prince How do ft thou Benediclce the married man? 
bene, lie tel thee what princeta c^',' edge of witte- crackers 
cannotflout me out of my hiur.^r, doft thou think I carefor 
a Satyre or an Epigramrp?* no, lfa man will be beaten with 
braines, a fliall wear^ nothing hanfome about him: in briefe, 
fnce I doe purine to marne.I will think nothing to aniepur- 
pofe that the world can faie agninft it, and therfore neuer flout 
atme, for what I haue laid agaiiiftit: for man is a giddiething, 
and this is my conclufion : for thy part Claudio, I did thinke 
to haue beaten thee, but in that thou art like to be my kinfman, 
liue vnbruifde,and loue my coufen. 

Clau, I h a d wel hopte thou wouldft haue denied Beatrice, 
at I might haue cudgelld thee out of tby (ingle life, to make 
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